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Count It All Joy 


BY INES 


ye fall into divers temptations : knowing 
+ this, that the trying of your faith work- 
; eth patience. 
St. James 1-2:3. 


li T doesn’t seem possible that Jack De- 


| My brethren, count it all joy when 
} 


laney is dead. The world seems larger, 

emptier, somehow, without him. One 
could understand such a desolate feeling if 
Jack had been a great man, a brilliant states- 
man, a gifted poet, an outstanding scientist 
or world figure. But he wasn’t any of those 
things. He was, I suppose, one of the most 
ordinary men that ever lived and, at the 
same time, one of the most extraordinary. 
There seems nothing that one can say about 
him that would help you sense the difference 
that was in him. He was a small, slight man, 
around forty; he had a wife, two children, 
a small home in the suburbs. He liked to 
putter in the garden and to bowl a bit. For 
a living, he sold life insurance. Little enough 
to say of anyone, surely? 


Sometimes the surest way of taking the 
measure of a man is to see him through the 


oh Nb BD 


eyes of his fellows. What did his neighbors 
think of Jack? Well, his wife said he was 
the grandest husband a woman ever had; 
she talked a good bit about his considera- 
tion and seemed to set great store by his 
cheerfulness. His boss said he was a natural- 
born salesman and a credit to the firm. His 
co-workers said he deserved his success; 
goodness knows he worked hard enough. 
His competitors said he was just plain 
lucky. His friends said he was an all-around 
good sport and his rector said, “You know, 
I do believe that Jack Delaney is a conse- 
crated soul.” His doctor said he was a man 
of amazing courage. Of them all, his rector 
and his doctor came closest to the truth 
for they too, of all Jack’s friends, knew the 
truth about him, and saw his day-by-day 
joyousness despite the fact that a cancer was 
slowly nibbling away at his life. 


Looking back over the years, I can still 
remember clearly the day that Jack first 
told me of his discovery; the discovery that 
changed his life. It could hardly be termed 
an original discovery since it had been part 
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of the teaching of the Anglican Church 
throughout its history, but it was new to 
Jack. 


“Took here,’ he’d said, “it’s the most 
amazing thing and it’s true, It has to be 
triie, because it’s all in the Bible. Here, 
look, I'll show you.” In his enthusiasm. he 
leaned forward, “You see, here, in St. John, 
Chapter 16, — I was reading it last night 
— and he says, ‘Ye shall be sorrowful but 
your sorrow shall be turned into joy.’ Well, 
I didn’t really think too much about it right 


A 


Saint JAMES 


(Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum of Art) 


3 

then but, a little way farther on, he says, 
‘Hitherto ye have asked nothing in My 
Name. Ask and ye shall receive, that your 


joy may be full’ That started me off,’”’ said 


Jack Delaney, “that reference to joy — 
there’s four such references to joy in jus 
that one chapter. It made me think. Joy. Ii 
had seemed so important, to St. John, te 
the disciples, why, even to Our Blessed Lorc¢ 
Himself. So I got hold of a Concordance 
and I began looking it up. Why, yor 
wouldn’t believe the number of times jo 
is spoken of especially by Our Lord! Why 
joy is mentioned sixty-seven different time 
in the New Testament alone! What’s al 
this about joy? I wondered. And I decide 
to find out. That’s been a couple of month 
ago and I’ve found out plenty; I’m stil 
finding out more every day ; I’ll probably di 
long before I find out all there is to be foun 
out about joy. But, you know, I thin 
I’ve discovered something pretty importan 
I think it is our duty to be joyous. And 
think God gives us a special grace to enab! 
us to be joyous.” 


To Jack, it was a wonderful, personal di 
covery, but it would heardly have come : 
news to any Episcopal priest. Long cet 
turies before Jack made his discovery, 
St. Francis had written, “A sad saint is 
sorry saint.’ One remembers the accoun 
of how, though St. Francis practiced tl 
most extraordinary mortifications, and liv 
a life of tremendous self-denial and ir 
discipline, he is credited with often havit 
shouted aloud from sheer joy. Centuri 
after St. Francis the great Anglican Bish 
Andrewes was to write, “There is som 
thing wrong with us if our lives lack pea 
and religious joy.” Still later, Father Shirl 
Carter Hughson, of the Order of the H« 
Cross, was to write, “For a joyful spi 
is one that has in it a big sense of humc 
and if we want to cultivate joy, we must 
the same time cultivate a sense of hum 
When our sense of humor fails it mea 
that things are getting out of proportion a 
that will never do.” 


Over and over again we find St. P: 
preaching joy to the early Christians. “I 


pice in the Lord always,” he wrote, “and 
ain I say, Rejoice!” (Phillippians 14:4). 
4 em exceedingly joyful in all our tribula- 
fons,” he wrote again (II Corinthians 7 :4) 
i ‘for ye took joyfully the spoiling of 
our goods, knowing in yourselves that ye 
@ave in heaven a better and enduring sub- 
ance,’ (Hebrews 10:34). These are but 

few examples, selected almost at random 
Grom the Epistles, but there are many 
‘nore. One especially remembers the words 


r (I John 1 +4 
% But just what, one is inclined to ask, 
this precious joy, emphasized so ae 
Py Our Saviour, mentioned again and again 
"py St. Paul, spoken of so earnestly by so 
HMany saints and Fathers of the Church? 

Vhat is this radiant joy which so possessed 
Jack Delaney that it caused his rector to 
efer to him as “a consecrated soul’? Was 
ithis a special blessing of God, bestowed on 
ack Delaney, or is it His priceless gift to 
each and everyone of His children? Surely 
fwe must admit that it is the heritage of 
yall, for we find it designated as one of the 
Fruits of the Holy Spirit, “But the Fruit of 
tthe Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, long- 
i suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith.” (Ga- 
i latians 5:22) 


rou, that your joy may be full.” 


) This blessed joy, this grace of laughter, 
is a free gift, given by Christ to the faith- 
ful heart. We are sorry creatures indeed, 
petty sinners, idlers, filled with the frivolity 
b of the world, yet Our Crucified Lord, out 
) of His inexhaustible love, offers to each of 
+ us this tremendous gift of lasting, unshak- 
) able joy. 
_ Space and time alone would forbid our 
listing the literally thousands of reasons each 
| of us has for daily joy, for daily thanks- 
giving to God for His good and gracious 
gifts. How long is it since you have thanked 
your God for the beauty of the morning, 
the coolness of the rain, the incandescent sun- 
set, the home that shelters you, the human 
hearts that love you, the clothes that warm 
you, the food which nourishes you? How 
long is it since, on your knees, you have 
devoutly and sincerely thanked God for 
the tremendous gifts of His Sacraments? 
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Saint BONAVENTURA 


How long is it since you have thanked Him 
for the privilege of prayer, the grace of try- 
ing, the chance for repentance and’ amend- 
ment ? 


All of us need to face ourselves unflinch- 
ingly, to see ourselves as we truly are, to 
look squarely at the ugliness of our own sins, 
shortcomings and failures. And because such 
searching self-scrutiny is more than our hu- 
man nature dares acknowledge, we need to 
seek the solace of the Sacrament of Holy 
Penance. But there is no joy, you say, in 
Confession. “This is very hard, very terrible. 
It is too much. It isn’t really necessary. I 
confess my sins to God privately; I do not 
need to confess them again to a priest.” Jack 
Delaney, whose every moment was filled with 
the joy of the Holy Spirit, would never 
have made such a statement. You see, Jack 
knew. 


In his book, ““The Great Divorce,” Mr. C. 
S. Lewis makes the shade of George Mac- 
Donald speak some very telling words, 
“There is always something,” he says, “they 
insist on keeping even at the price of misery. 
There is always something they prefer to 
joy — that is, to reality. You see it easily 
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enough in a spoiled child that would sooner 
miss its play and its supper than say it was 
sorry and be friends.” 


And that is the crux of the matter. There 
is always something — something of self — 
that we insist on keeping. Something of self 
that is more important to us than Christ 
Crucified, and this petty, ugly thing we al- 
low to bar us from the Confessional where, 
surely, of all places, one finds one of the 
greatest Sacraments of healing, peace and 
joy- “Joy shall be in Heaven over one sinner 
that repenteth more than over ninety and 
nine just persons which have no need of 
repentance.” (St Luke 15:7). “They> that 
sow in tears (penitence) shall reap in joy,” 
sang the Psalmist. 


Facing the Sacrament of Penance one 
faces self, naked, ashamed. One looks, with 
horror, on one’s sins and realizes how, 
with these filthy and unworthy acts one 
has repaid the blessed love of God. One 
thinks of Our Blessed Saviour nailed to the 
Cross, crowned with thorns, mocked, 
scourged, His side pierced with the cruel 
lance, hanging in agony while He prayed, 
“Father, forgive them, for they know not 
what they do.” Surely we cannot know, we 
cannot realize, when we glibly tell the 
easy, diplomatic lie what we have done to 
cause that Sacred Body to writhe in fresh 
agony? Surely we do not know when we 
indulge in orgies of self-pity, in the dra- 
matics of flaming anger, in the shameful 
loss of patience, that we stand at the foot 
of His Cross and add our jeers to those of 
the mocking crowd? And yet — and yet — 
we do know. Kneeling alone before the Bless- 
ed Sacrament we realize how deeply every 
thoughtless word has scarred that tormented 
Saviour, how grievously every selfish sin 
has wounded Selfless Love. And we are, in 
turn, tormented, too, because we do not 
really want to do these things. We do them 
thoughtlessly, carelessly, oftentimes simply 
because they’ve become habitual or because 
they represent the easiest way. It is easy 
to loaf through an hour with an amusing 
book, but difficult to consecrate hard work 
to God. It is easy to take the one little 
drink that will do no harm, but difficult to 


mortify the flesh. That which we would not, 
we have done. And that which we would, 
we do not. It is unbearable. One cannot 
lives with such self-knowledge. Life itself, 
in the face of such stark realization, becomes 
hopeless: 


But, through the goodness and love of 
God, it is not hopeless. Weary, shamed, hat- 
ing self and loathing sin, one comes to one’s 
knees in the Confessional, realizing that 
this is a Sacrament instituted by Our Lord 
Himself when He said, “Receive ye the Holy 
Ghost. Whosoever sins ye remit, they are 
remitted unto them; and whosoever sins 
ye shall retain, they are retained.” (St 
John 20-22 :23). Humbly, honestly, without 
excuse, one confesses one’s sins to one’s 
priest and then he, in~God’s Name, pro- 
nounces Absolution. Before this, he has giy- 
en you his advice and counsel, to help you 
in future battles with temptation. You listen; 
you learn; perhaps you grow a little. And 
then, after the words of Absolution, yeu 
rise from your knees and face the world 
again, cleansed, cleansed by the Blood of 
the Lamb. 

St. Francis de Sales in his INTRODUC- 
TION TO THE DEVOUT LIFE, tells us 
that “By confession you not only receive 
absolution from the venial sins you confess 
but, likewise, a great strength to avoid them 
in the future, light to discern them well, and 
abundant grace to repair all the damage you 
may have sustained by them. In this one act 
you will also practice the virtues of humility, 
obedience, sincerity and charity. In this one 
act of confession you shall exercise more 
virtues than in any other whatsoever.” 


We tarry in the quiet Church saying our 
penance, meditating on the Lord’s good- 
ness, thanking Him for His grace and for- 
giveness, and then we rise, at last, to go out 
again into the world. But with how different 
an outlook! Surely, if ever there were a 
Sacrament of Joy, this of Penance is it. 
We walk, hearing the words of our con- 
fessor still echoing in our heart, “Go in 
peace. The Lord hath put away thy sins.” 


This, surely, one would say, is enough: 
Not even of an all-powerful, all-loving God 
could one ask more. This is joy and 


ough for any one lifetime. But our God 
s not such a finite mind as ours; He does 
t love with a restricted, human love; He 
es us completely, Divinely; He pours out 
e abundance of His grace and goodness 
on us and gives us a further Sacrament 
Joy, that of the Holy Eucharist. 


d proper; we have so great a need of His 
ve and mercy; but that He should come 
us is certainly a Mystery past all un- 
rstanding. One can but give thanks for 
is great goodness, His sharing with us 
His precious Body and Blood in the great 
crament of the Altar. “We love Him be- 
use He first loved us.” And so greatly did 
Wile love us that, in His own words, He 
Mwould not leave us comfortless.” In the 
ight before He died He took bread, blessed 
and brake it and gave it to His disciples, 
aying, “Take, eat. This is My Body which 
broken for you.” And again He took 
ae Cup and blessed it and gave it to them 
ying “Drink ye all of this, for this is My 
3lood of the New Testament, which is shed 
Nor many for the remission of sins.” And 
trom the very heart of Love came the most 
fompelling words ever spoken, “This do ye, 
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as often as ye drink it, in remembrance of 
Me.” 

Cleansed of our sins through the healing 
peace of the Sacrament of Penance, we ap- 
proach His Altar and from the hands of His 
priest receive the Sacred Body, the Blessed 
Blood of Our Only Lord and Saviour, Cruci- 
fied in time for us, that we might live for 
eternity in Him. Is this a cause of joy? 
Little wonder indeed that St. Francis shout- 
ed aloud in his joyous thankfulness for so 
great a gift! 


Most of us, if asked, would say that we 
think of Confession as a “difficult” Sacra- 
ment. It is humiliating to face ourselves and 
highly embarrassing to confess our sins be- 
fore a priest who may well be a good friend. 
We would much prefer to have Father X — 
think us paragons of virtue. Father X ; 
if he is any sort of priest at all, knows bet- 
ter, but pride is so much stronger with us 
than commonsense that we fancy he con- 
gratulates himself on a congregation of an- 
gels. We would prefer, by far, to seek 
Father X—in the celebration of the Eu- 
charist- Now there, we would say, is a truly 
comforting and consoling Sacrament. This 
outlook is, perhaps, why so many of us fail 


THE VISITATION 


By Albertinelli 
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to win the blessed gift of true spiritual joy. 
Penance is, surely a Sacrament of peace, 
healing and joy. And, by the same token, if 
we but took thought, we would approach 
the Lord’s Table in fear and trembling, 
lest we eat and drink to our own damna- 
tion. ‘“Behold!” said Our Lord, “the hand 
of him that betrayeth Me is with Me on 
the table.” Which of us would dare say that 
he stretches forth clean hands for the Sacred 
Body, the Saving Blood? Which of us dares 
say that we do not betray Him a dozen 
times a day — by cheap, petty selfishness ? 
When we begin to see this, begin to realize 
our own utter worthlessness, our own sin- 
fulness and deliberate betrayal of Him; when 
we see it and begin, however poorly, to at- 
tempt amendment of life, self-discipline, 
recollection, then! ah, then! Christ’s own 
gift of joy comes flooding into our hearts. 
Then indeed one begins to put off the old 
man and put on the new. And good Father 
X, whose heart breaks daily over our sins, 
does not pride himself on having a con- 
gregation of angels; he too often thinks of 
himself as a devil to harbor any such foolish 
fancies. 

All of this, Jack Delaney knew. He had 
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By Domenico Canuti 
(Courtesy of the Metropolitan Museum of Art) 


found it in his faithful reading of Holy Scrip- 
ture, in his long hours of silence before the 
Blessed Sacrament; he had found it by be- 
ing .still, and knowing that He was God. 
He had carried the Lord from the Taber- 
nacle, into his own heart, and soul, and so 
with him out into the world of everyday. 
But the world of everyday, Jack found, can 
sometimes be rather terrible. He looked 
white and shaken the day he found that the 
thing growing within him was not benign 
but malignant, that it had been discovered 
too late, and that he walked with death in 
his inward parts. He sat, terribly still, for a 
very long time until, finally, I asked if he'd 
like a drink. It was then that he gave me 
that strange, that utterly beautiful smile and 
said the thing I'll never forget, “No, thanks,” 
said Jack Delaney, “It’s just that — well, 
for the moment, you know, it’s hard to un- 
derstand. I’m just an average everyday guy, 
a miserable sinner, as the book says. I’ve 
never done anything at all for Our Lord; ! 
haven’t even known how to do anything. 
And yet, He has given me so much, such 
a wonderful life, such a wonderful home, 
grand kids, and a great little wife, success 
in business, all the blessings of faith. And 
now on top of everything else,” said Jack, his 
face alive with joy, “now He gives me the 
the most wonderful gift of all. He’s going to 
let me share, just a tiny bit, in His pain.” 
And then He laughed, that wonderful con- 
tagious Delaney laugh, “Oh, I don’t mean 
that quite the way it sounds,” he confessed, 
“Let’s face it. I’m not going to enjoy suffer- 
ing. I’m going to hate every minute of it. 
I’m going to do everything I can to get out 
of it, or to suffer as little as possible. I don't 
like pain any better than anyone else and 
I don’t want to suffer. I guess we’re all 
softies. But I do intend to ask for His grace, 
His help so that, when the pain does come, 
I can try to offer it to Him as a — — a small 
sharing — a tiny bit of reparation. I’m not a 
saint and I never will be,” said Jack Delaney. 
“but, for His Sake, I'd like to go down sing- 
ing alleluias.” Jack hadn’t read Father Hugh- 
son’s “Spiritual Letters.” He didn’t know 
that that good man had written “the saints 
are just the sinners who kept on trying.” 
(To be continued) 


ATHER Mulready sauntered up the 
soot-stained walk to the grimy parish 
hall of St. Mark’s Church. He had 

Miven in twenty miles to see old Father 

eene and to make his monthly confession. 

e day was hot and the odors from the 

“ar-by factories did not make it the more 
Pasant. 


@Mr. Hitchcock the sexton (or verger, as 
Jey called him at St. Mark’s) stood in his 
Idly defiant attitude in the walk way, gaz- 
mg ahead of him. He always seemed to be 
the church and it was difficult for those 


“Father ain’t ‘ere and bishop’s coming!” 
° uttered in a tone of complete disgust. His 
fincipal dislike in life was the Irish, the 
ext “eretics,’ and as the bishop of the 
Miocese fitted into the latter category, he 
fared Mr. Hitchcock’s dislike. 


“What is the bishop up to now?” asked 
Hather Mulready who had a faint idea on 
he subject, but preferred to be enlightened 
ly the doughty East Londoner. 


+ “Oh, it’s this ’ere parish ‘ouse, with no 
@arish. Father’s broke up over it.” With 
ne completion of this revelation it was ob- 
Jious that he had finished all discussion of 
ye unpleasant affair for he pulled out an 
cas bunch of keys and conducted the 
yriest to the front door of the church. After 
| and opening the door he ushered 
father Mulready in and closing the door 
yehind him, locked it from the outside. 
(his was a painful necessity because of the 
1eighborhood. The faithful few of the par- 
sh who wanted to pay a “visit”? could find 
heir way to the church through the parish 
aall. It had not always been so, but after 
some children from the Church of Our Lady 
of the Blessed Sacrament Parochial School 
vere discovered in the church, depositing 
racts about Henry VIII founding the 
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The Unsentimental Bishop 


BY JULIEN GUNN, O.H.C, 


Church of England, Mr. Hitchcock had kept 
the front door locked. Father Greene had 
protested but as the faithful verger had an- 
nounced his resignation if the doors were left 
open for “Irish brats to sacrilege the church” 
there was nothing left for the rector to do 
but capitulate. 


Once inside, the Stygian darkness of the 
Victorian interior prevented immediate pro- 
gress. While waiting for his eyes to become 
accustomed to the gloom, Father Mulready 
groped for the holy water stoup. Soon he 
could make out the walnut interior with the 
white marble altar in the distance. The 
ruby light of the sanctuary lamp proclaimed 
that in at least one church in that diocese 
there was the Presence. The priest went for- 
ward and knelt at the brass communion 
rail, his mind wavering between devotion 
and Father Greene’s problems. 


St. Mark’s was the oldest parish in the 
city. It had grown from a handful of loyal 
Church people who had crossed the Ap- 
palachian Mountains and settled that part 
of the country. With the growth of the town 
and its wealth, it became the leading parish 
of the diocese. When industry had been de- 
veloped, it became wealthy and fashionable ; 
it was then that the great brown-stone Gothic 
church had been built. Very early in the his- 
tory of the parish it had been whispered 
in clerical circles that St. Mark’s was taint- 
ed with Tractarianism, and Evangelicals 
shook their heads and urged the bishop to 
investigate. But the Gay family, who had 
supplied the parish with wardens and treas- 
urers and at least one chancellor for the 
diocese, were not the kind of people who 
would like their church investigated. The 
mammoth Caen stone altar had been given 
in memory of Charles Auchmuty Feather- 
stone Gay. (Father Greene once remarked 
to a visitor when he pointed out the “In 
Memoriam” at the base, that his parents 
must have given him that name because it 
would stretch such a long distance on a 
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church memorial.) Old Bishop Grundy did 
not like the altar, but he was willing to 
tolerate it as long as he did not have to bow 
to it. 


But the tide of civilization moved on 
leaving the eroding facade of St. Mark’s be- 
hind to the factory and near-slum neighbor- 
hood. Communicants died and others using 
the excuse of “too High Church,” moved 
up town to become members of other churches 
so that now, except for the generous endow- 
ment of the Gay family, St. Mark’s would 
have closed for good the weather-stained 
oak doors. 


When the rectorship of “Mister Greene” 
started twenty-seven years ago _ people 
thought they were “high,” but now “Father 
Greene” had moved from the respectable 
and timid churchmanship to incense, Bene- 
diction, Stations of the Cross, missal masses 
and a Lady Shrine. With the neighborhood 
and diocese against him, he now could boast 
only three hundred and twenty-two com- 
municants, but that was sixty-one more than 


Ul 
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it was when he came. The parish was a cross 
section of life: there were those of the ver 
rich, especially Walter S. P. Gay, the treas: 
urer, and Mr. Hammer, the vice president 
of the State and City Bank; the averag 
school teachers like Miss Bryce who tse 
not missed daily mass since she slipped o 
a wet leaf and broke her ankle nine year 
ago on Maundy Thursday, and Miss Beech; 
ing, a trained nurse who came to mass 
when she could, and as long as she was 
superintendent at the City Hospital gave 
a quarter of her income to St. Mark’s. There 
were the very poor who had seen Goc 
through Father Greene because he had help 
ed them. They did not understand muel 
about what he did in church, but Fathe: 
Greene did it and that was enough for them 
Finally there were some few lapsed Romar 
families like the Marciollis who loved Fathe 
Greene because he came and ate their food 
even if they had little to give him, and ther 
he did not snarl about money at mass. 


When old Bishop Grundy went to his re 
ward five years before and his body was take 
back to Connecticut for burial at his widow’ 
orders, the important clergy and laity de 
cided that the diocese needed a man at th 
helm who would do credit to any major busi 
ness establishment. They there-upon electe 
the next to the tallest priest in the whol 
Episcopal Church to the office of chief pas 
tor. At the consecration dinner the addition: 
information was imparted that he had th 
largest chest measurement of any clergyma 
in the Church and there were happy portent 
for the future of the diocese. 


The bishop’s first official duty involve 
the sale of the cathedral property for thre 
and a half million dollars and after staggerin 
the city with his business acumen, proceede 
to marry the wealthiest single lady in th 
whole state. The wedding was the last ser\ 
ice in the cathedral. Before long all six fe 
six inches of the bishop had been in evet 
church in the diocese and every rectory bt 
one. At the second diocesan convention tt 
budget was twice the size it had been tl 
year before. This triumph was complete 
soon after by the departure of the last Nash 
tah graduate from the diocese. But still thes 


Ss one untaken citadel—St. Mark’s. An 
Wright assault on Father Greene would 
e been unthinkable. Sanctity frequently 
yes the most worldly, and as Mr. Gay don- 
#d six thousand dollars a year to the diocese 
itside his parish pledge, another plan had 


All this might have been vaguely near the 
face of the conscious in Father Mulready’s 
nd as he knelt on the worn red plush 
shion, but if so it was displaced by the 
wareness of quick footsteps as someone ap- 


inuflected and closed the door; he turned 
ound so that the younger priest could make 
t that it was the rector. Father Mulready 


“Father, will you hear my confession, 
ease?” 


ssionals, the first appearance of which had 
used six people to transfer to St. Andrew’s 
rish. 


the door-way of the rector’s study some 
Mfteen minutes later. “How are you?” 

“<A little warm, but not at all aston- 
hed.’ ” 

“Ah, Kipling. Nobody reads him today 
jin bad odor — but I like him.” 

Father Greene was wise and old enough 
Yo that he never asked priests the state of 
their parishes. Another priest had asked that 
‘nce and he had replied: “I don’t know, but 
» am afraid that God does.” 
| “I hear that the bishop is coming. Any- 
hing wrong?” 

Father Greene raised his eyebrows and 
shook his head to convey indifference. There 
was an awkward silence and then he started. 

“It is the ‘Neighborhood House.’ They 
ire breaking ground at noon.” His voice fal- 
-ered and the younger priest felt a rush of 
sympathy for the veteran of twenty-seven 
long, grimy years of toil. 

“Well, I heard something about that from 
Peters. You know he has his heart in the 
right place, even if he has a family to make 
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him cautious. It’s a crying shame for them 
to come right here a block away and build 
a diocesan community center right at your 
front door, in order to break up your work 
with secular activity — ACTIVITY.” He 
shouted and then collected himself. Father 
Greene raised his hands in protest. 

“Now he may do good with his project 
and God knows that I have not been able 
to reach as many people here as I might. 
Maybe good will come of it.” 

The words of charity could not cover 
up the expression of deep injury of soul 
which showed on the thin face of the man 
whose diet and activity had not made him 
“fat and well-liking.” 

“Well, anyhow I think it is rotten, even if 
your charity won't let you recognize it. Why 
is the bishop coming here ?”’ 


“He called yesterday to say that he wanted 
some place to change his clothes and this 
convenient spot he could 


was the most 


think of.” 
A smile stole over the old priest’s face, 


tw 
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but a smile of indulgence not scorn. 

“What is he going to wear?” 

“Some kind of overall suit, and the Daily 
Herald is going to take pictures.” 

“T see,” said Father Mulready from be- 
tween his teeth. “Impress the local people 
by his simplicity. Well, he will have to get 
the chauffeur to park his wife’s Cadillac a 
mile away. By the way, why does he hate 
the Catholic Religion so much?” 

The older priest’ shrugged his shoulders 
and then after a pause said, “He says that 
it is sentimental and unmanly. That is all 
he has ever said to me.” 


“Sentimental!’’ growled the other and 
walked over to the window to scowl out 
at the broken bottles and weeds which 
inhabited the yard of the next door house. 
It was a strange, large house; nobody was 
ever seen entering or going out of it, but a 
a light turned on the top floor generally about 
two o’clock in the morning.. 

The silence was broken only by the 
tick of the wall clock and the dripping of 
water in the hand-basin of the lavatory 
close by. 

“T must tell Hitchcock again about re- 
pairing that faucet.” Father Greene said 
aloud to himself. 


There was a long uncomfortable pause 
until Father Mulready turned around to see 
the rector of St. Mark’s with the record book 
on the desk before him as he entered some 
figures. 

“Sick communion this morning ?” 

“Yes. The zeal of Miss Beeching uncoy- 
ered an Episcopalian dying in the hospital. 
She was not a communicant here. As a mat- 
ter of fact she was from Massachusetts 
originally, but had not been in church for 
almost ten years. Had never heard of the 
Reserved Sacrament, but didn’t mind mak- 
ing use of the convenience before she died.” 

The slightly wicked vein in the old priest 
had appeared: all was well. 

“Father, have you ever seen a bishop wear 
a larger pectoral cross than our diocesan? It 
must be six inches long.” 


“He has to have one to fit his body, my 
boy. Anyhow, I would rather he believe 


in the atonement and didn’t wear one, like 
Bishop Grundy.” 

Father Mulready shook the room with 
a hearty laugh. When he recovered, he re- 
marked: “You know that cross is very thiek 
and looks like it might be fixed so that it 
could be opened — like a locket.” 

“Maybe it contains a relic,” replied Father 
Greene in a stage whisper. 

Walking could be heard in the tiled hail 
and Mr. Hitchcock poked his head. and sus- 
pended shoulders into the room. 

‘is Right Riverince is getting out of ‘is 
Rolls.” All big cars were Rolls Royces to 
the verger. He disappeared in order not to 
meet with the bishop and after the hall door 
slammed with a violence that shook the buiid- 
ing, the local heir of the Apostles stood tow- 
ering in the doorway. 

“Ts this a meeting of the College of Card- 
inals I am butting in on? Hullo Mulready.” 

‘No, Reverend Father. We were just wait- 
ing for you.” Father Greene parried adroitly 

A slight frown passed over the episcopal 
countenance and then he let down the shiny 
tan suitcase with a thump on the desk. 

“TI thought this was the most appropriate 
place to take off my clericals and get inte 
working clothes.” 

“Yes, this is a working man’s parish, 
mused Father Mulready. 

The bishop took no notice of the last re 
mark, but after taking off his coat, vest anc 
clerical collar produced an enormous new 
pair of coveralls from the suitcase and pu 
them on. The immature face and well-groom 
ed hair looked strikingly incongruous sprout: 
ing out of the denim work-suit. The bishoy 
hung his coat up on the shaky hat-rack anc 
walked toward the door. 


“T am late now, so I had better be going.’ 


He left without even an invitation to th 
clergymen to accompany him. Both priest 
looked at one another in that silence whicl 
can only be produced by utter amazement 


“Well, we can hardly go out to lune 
with the episcopal appurtenances here, 
lamented Father Greene. “And Hitchcocl 
would lock the place up as tight as a bank 
if he saw us leave, just out of pure devil 
ment.” 
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# “He didn’t take his pectoral cross with 
fim, either,” said Father Mulready. 

} “He wasn’t wearing it.” 

f “Yes he was. I saw the chain about his 
Heck, but the cross was buried in a pocket.” 
WVith a stride the younger priest advanced 
fo the coat rack and pulled out the pectoral 
“ross. 

} The magnificence dazzled the two into 
®ilence. There was an enormous amethyst 
jn the center and four large sapphires at the 
four corners; in between were diamonds al- 
fernating with rubies. 

| “Fit for the pope!” gasped Mulready who 
had never seen it that close before. He turned 
#t over and whispered. “It does have hinges.” 


\ 
: 


; 


Saints JOACHIM AND 


A fingernail quickly pried open the catch 
and the two priests almost butted heads to see 
the contents. Slowly they drew their breath. 
In the oval center there was a snap-shot cut 
down to fit the space. Seated on a stone gar- 
den bench sat the bishop’s wife smiling 
sweetly ; a small girl in her lap and a slightly 
older boy leaned on her left arm. The ponti- 
fical locket snapped shut and without a word 
the culprit who had first trod holy ground 
placed the object where he had found it. 
Father Greene picked up his breviary and 
said slowly 

“Let’s say Sext and None together in the 
Church. I think we can finish before his 
lordship returns.” 


ANNE 


By Carpaccio 
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A Path To The River 
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By Tue Ricut REVEREND Ropert ERSKINE CAMPBELL, O.H.C. 


HO wants to be a spider? Or a 

crab, or a toad? The waiting list 

is not long. No one really hankers 
for any such mode of existence. It is too 
unnatural, we say, not at all human. 


Why then in the Church do we have these 
queer unnatural beings known as Religious ? 
For, like spiders, they are supposed to weave 
sticky webs to snare the unwary. Like crabs. 
they are shifty and really without any heads 
at all. The frog is famous too, for his indo- 
lence and his long tongue. 


Our only answer is that of our Lord to 
St. Peter, “Come and see.” But first, in 
order that we may understand what we see, 
we should halt for a minute to study the 
background of the monastic life. 


While on earth our Lord left us some bits 
of good advice. For many centuries they 
have been called the Counsels of Perfection. 
They are, in brief, that 1f a man would be 
perfect he must sell all that he has, give to 
the poor, and follow Him. Again, for the 
sake of the Kingdom of Heaven a man may 
deny himself wife and children; and last but 
not least, a man must humble himself and 
learn obedience to lawful authority, just as 
our Lord became obedient even unto the 
death of the Cross. 


The life and work of the Fathers and 
Brothers at Holy Cross rests securely .on 
this foundation. In the words of St. Paul, 
“The love of Christ constraineth us.” Start- 
ing with this total self-surrender, the indi- 
vidual finds a new freedom, indeed a new 
life in Christ. Individuality, so far from 
being smothered, finds fresh joy daily. Like 
the fabled giant whose strength redoubled 
the time he touched Mother Earth, we reach 
our hands to heaven to touch it often. This 
occurs each day both in chapel and elsewhere. 
We have before us St. Paul’s urging ‘““What- 
soever ye do in word or deed, do all in the 
name of the Lord Jesus.” 


Holy Cross is primarily a house of prayer. 
“We are always to bear in mind that a House 


of the Order is not our own house. It is 
our home for a time, but it is only so because 
the house and all that is in it belong to God, 
and we belong to Him. It is a house that 
God has claimed for Himself. The ladder of 
the Cross is planted firmly within the walls 
of a religious house and angels pass up and 
down that stairway. Our house is a house 
of God; let us strive to make it for ourselves 
the gate of heaven. This will show us how 
we should treat the house where we are per- 
mitted to abide, and how we should behave 
ourselves in it. The stillness about the Cross, 
when the darkness gathered and the noises 
of the world died away ; the unhurried move- 
ment of the Mass with souls absorbed in 
God; the hush of the chapel with our Lord’s 
Sacramental Presence— these times and 
places will set before us the quiet that should 
ever brood within our walls. The very con- 
dition of the sanctuary, its perfect order, 
cleanliness and unobtrusive action of its 
ministers, should extend themselves through- 
out the house in all its departments.’’ Chap- 
ter XXXIV, sections 152, 153. 


Yet, that is not all. Here we have our 
Novitiate where young men aspiring to mem- 
bership in the Order are trained. That means 
instruction not merely in the principles of 
the Religious Life in general, but for Holy 
Cross and its various works in particular. 
Here also is our office and editorial room for 
Holy Cross Magazine and Holy Cross Press. 
A very large part of our work for God is 
through correspondence, which all the year 
never ceases. Add to these items the hun- 
dreds of men who come either in groups or 
singly for retreats; our heavy schedule of 
missions, conferences, retreats, quiet days. 
and it will be seen that our Lord has sent 
us much to do. For these opportunities tc 
serve we thank Him. 


From Holy Cross we send men to carry 
on our Branch Houses. St. Michael’s Mon- 
astery in Tennessee is responsible for the 
tip-top accredited St. Andrew’s School wit 


large staff and 115 boys. The Holy Cross 
ferian Mission at Bolahun has a monastery 
ithe center of its wide activities, social, 
@Xical and religious. The monastery and 
reat house at Santa Barbara, California, 


all its load of mission and retreat work, 
Hschools of prayer and conferences, it has 
At two new men to our novitiate. That 


'y well feel proud. Our greatest need after 
is for men, men eager for sacrifice and 


est we seem to boast, we shall not say 
ch about those who look to Holy Cross 
spiritual help. This includes several Sis- 


ety of Deaconesses, and the really impos- 
number of Associates in one or another 
our devotional groups. \We can say and 
say that it is our pleasure to serve to the 
tent of our means and ability. Nor must 
fail to mention our prison chaplaincy at 


It years ago when he was the Governor of 
few York. 


It has been remarked that revolutions 
her political or ecclesiastical emerge from 
e common people. God forbid that any 
Hligious order should ever foment or abet 
Dlitical upheaval. Yet in the Church, if we 


frainst pride and complacency, we are glad. 
he revival of the Religious Life in the 
fnglican Communion a century ago had 
wly beginnings. None can doubt the effi- 
wcy of our witness for God and righteous- 
ess, for these results stand in open view for 
41 to behold. As our Lord chose those 
mknown men in Galilee centuries ago, He 
fas seen fit to choose us now to bear testi- 
aony to His love. 


| 
| Hence, Holy Cross is neither a museum 
xhibit as a replica of the XIII century nor 
n odd assortment of freaks in a zoo. We 
now what we are. We wish we were better 
vitnesses. Yet, God has chosen us, and we 
re most happy that He has raised up Holy 
“ross to give us the chance individually and 
orporately to help build His Kingdom. 
faken by themselves, our talents and con- 
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tribution to the Church may be negligible. 
But by our faith, and the hope for righteous- 
ness, and our love in and for our Lord, we 
echo the Prophet’s cry: “Ho, every one that 
thirsteth, come ye to the waters.” 

Spiders and crabs, toads and centipedes 
are queer creatures from a human point of 
view. They are so different, such impossible 
guests at a tea party. Some of our learned 
friends may class Religious with them. After 
all has been said though, we stand or fall by 
God’s judgment, not man’s. He knows the 
mind of every person. He who has created 
us all has also chosen us to be just what we 
are. He calls, He clothes us with righteous- 
ness. 

In Africa during the dry season water is 
apt to be quite scarce. At such times animals 
of various sorts as well as human beings all 
must frequent the same little stream or water 
hole. That necessitates a truce, that all may 
drink and live. That truce is not written 
on paper, but it does exist. Thus in the 
Church we all come to drink freely of the 
water of life in sacrament and prayer. The 
truce of God must rest upon us all, no matter 
who or what we be. We enter thus into the 
peace of God which passes understanding. 
And, open to all, a path leads to Holy Cross 
on the River. 
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St. Andrew’s | 


By BonNELL SPENCER, O.H.C. Prior 


year of St. Andrew’s School is draw- 

ing to a close. It is never possible to 
get a full and final appraisal of a year not 
only until it is over, but until it has had time 
to fade back into perspective. However, we 
do not think it premature to claim that this 
has been one of our good years. 


A T THIS time of writing the forty-ninth 


The most important new element in the 
school set-up has been a slight increase in 
the enrollment. Numerically it has not been 
great, an average over the year of about ten 
more boys. But it has been significant. Not 
only have we been able to give more boys 
the opportunity to attend St. Andrew’s, but 
it has also strengthened the student body. 
The various activities of school life, both 
academic and extra-curricular, need a suffi- 
cient number of recruits if they are to func- 
tion properly. A school averaging about 
115 has met this need far better than one 
averaging 105. 


The one question in our minds, when we 
found that the new dormitory we built last 
summer would, in addition to its primary 
purpose of relieving the overcrowding in our 
old dormitories, also permit the increase in 
enrollment, was whether a school of 115 
would be too large to preserve the family 
touch which we feel essential in our school 
life. That question can now be definitely 
answered. It is not. We have been able 
to continue the same personal interest and 
supervision of each boy that we have in the 
past. We have done this in spite of the 
necessity this year of the Prior doubling as 
Headmaster. We feel this is the acid test 
and therefore that all the advantages are on 
the side of maintaining the school at its 
present enrollment. 


Two innovations have been a great help 
in maintaining the individual assistance in 
the academic field. The first was the insti- 
tution of a remedial reading program for 
boys deficient in this field. Many of our boys’ 
problems in their courses spring directly 


from their not having learned to read prop- 
erly in the earlier grades. 


The second is the Headmaster’s Confer- 
ence. Each week a list of boys whose work 
has not been entirely satisfactory is dis-s 
tributed to their teachers. The teachers re 
port on the boys in their classes as to whether 
they are working properly, paying attention, 
cooperating with the teacher and so forth 
The boys whose reports indicate that they: 
need help, encouragement or stimulation are 
then seen by the Headmaster individually, 
The results have been spectacular. On ther 
one hand, problems that the boys are not 
equipped to cope with have been detected: 
early enough that schedule changes or extra® 
help could be arranged in time to avert fail- 
ure. On the other hand, boys whose diffi-j 
culties stemmed from poor study habits: 
procrastination, or sheer laziness have beer 
persuaded to correct these faults. Severa: 
who were failing courses at mid-year’s, wher? 
the program started, are not only passing 
them now but have actually discovered tha% 
mastering a subject can be fun. 


The campus life this year has been verw 
happy. Credit here is due to the Prefect 
and Senior Class. They have maintained «| 
high standard of leadership and example! 
have shown a splendid spirit of loyalty anc 
responsibility in dealing with the various! 
problems we have had to face and, above alll! 
have been exceptionally unselfish and under’ 
standing in their dealings with the youngey 
boys. 


Our athletic program has been most suc) 
cessful. Football and tennis did better thar) 
usual; basketball and baseball had outstand 
ing records. Two new sports, cross-country) 
in the fall and wrestling, which replaceé 
boxing in the winter season, got off to good 
starts. Our spring production of Gal j 
worthy’s Strife upheld the high standard a: 
dramatic performances we have had in recery 
years. 


The only real problem is the hardy perent 


, finances. This is inevitable. There 
ems to be no end to the rise of operating 
ts. Prices on the necessities of life con- 
ue to rise and we have to keep adding to 
er staff and plant to meet the educational 
eds of the boys. This last item is most 
“portant. We are determined to do our 
ost to give a good Christian boarding 
ool education to the boys who come to 
}. Avoidable inadequacies must not be ex- 
sed on the grounds that we are providing 
education for less than cost. Christian 


We cannot pass this increasing cost on to 
fe parents, if we are to keep the school open 
those who need it most. We have, there- 


ave kept us going all these years and who 
ill, we are confident, continue to do so in 
whe future. For we believe that our objec- 
PWe, the provision of a Christian boarding 
ate means, is one which many will recog- 
Nize as worthy of support. 

™ Now as this year is drawing to a close, we 
Wegin to turn our thoughts to the fiftieth 
hool year that will be starting next Sep- 
“ember. We hope it will be worthy of that 


Sotable anniversary. There are encouraging 
A fine Council of 


Sndications that it will. 
Mount 


i OUNT Calvary, Santa Barbara, Cali- 
\ fornia is the center of the life and 
| work of the Order of the Holy Cross 
In the Far West. It is conveniently reached 
from all points by train, by bus, by motor, 
and by air. Santa Barbara is halfway be- 
‘ween three great centers of Church popula- 
ion, San Francisco to the north and Los 
Angeles and San Diego to the south. 


Mount Calvary came into being as a re- 
sult of our mission preaching in the west. 
One of the Fathers was concerned by the 
fact that at that time there was no retreat 
aouse for clergy and laity of the Episcopal 
Church on the West Coast. Accordingly he 
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Prefects of the 1955 class were installed 
three weeks before the end of this year and 
have shouldered their responsibilities in a 
way that shows real promise. Their class 
as a whole has demonstrated a high level of 
scholastic attainment and a determination to 
continue best traditions which have been 
established by their predecessors. 


We who are stationed at St. Andrew’s are 
humbly grateful for the opportunities that 
our Lord gives us here to help the boys to 
grow up in Him and to go forth as His 
agents to a world that sorely needs convinced 
and practising Christians. We know that 
what we are able to accomplish along these 
lines is possible because our hands are up- 
held by the prayers and support of the Holy 
Cross Family. To all of you, our thanks. 


Calvary 


3y Kart TIEDEMANN, OHC 


was given permission by the Superior to 
spend time in the Far West to see if there 
was a need for a retreat house and if there 
was a proper site. The Father spent three 
years in his search. He was convinced that 
there was a great need for a house of the 
Order but could not find a suitable location. 
At last in 1948 his attention was called to 
a half-finished mansion at Santa Barbara. 
The moment he saw it, he knew he had the 
answer to his search. 


Mount Calvary is often referred to as “the 
Magic Mountain” because of its great beauty 
of location. It is a large and dignified house, 
built around four sides of a patio which is 
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75 feet square. Its architecture is Spanish, 
and it is set on the top of a hill, 1,253 feet 
high, just outside the city limits, with the 
Santa Inez mountains as a back-drop and 
an inspiring view over the Pacific Ocean 
toward Santa Cruz island. (Some one re- 
marked to the Superior that not to occupy 
a house which faced Holy Cross Island and 
was backed by the Los Padres Forest, would 
be flying in the face of Providence!) Ona 
clear day one can see forty miles up and 
down the coast line. At night one looks down 
on the twinkling white and green and red 
lights of Santa Barbara. Truly it is a “Magic 
Mountain.” 


At the time of its discovery the house was 
only a shell. The purchase price of the half- 
completed building together with eighteen 
acres of land was covered by a legacy which 
was given the Order at that time. It has 
taken five years to put in floors and walls 
and doors and windows. We are most grate- 
ful to our benefactors who have made pos- 
sible the completion of the house. 


The entrance to Mount Calvary is par- 
ticularly impressive. A friend has painted 
life-size pictures of our Lady and St. John, 
one on either side of the great entrance arch. 
The panels of the door bear the symbols of 
our patron saints. The same artist decorated 
the patio loggia with the antiphon for first 
Vespers of Holy Cross day and also the 
Lady shrine in the garden. The reds and 
golds and blues relieve the soft gray of the 
stucco walls. 


The furnishing of the House is in the 
Spanish style. We came to Santa Barbara 
at the time when many families were closing 
up their big estates. Most of the tables, 
chairs, pictures are magnificent examples of 
Spanish art, too large now for private homes, 
but very appropriate for the Monastery. 


First of all let me tell you of our three 
chapels. There is St. John’s Chapel and St. 
Mary’s (for these two Saints stood by the 
Cross on Mount Calvary). St. John’s is 
the monastic chapel. It contains a long table 
altar with splendid frontals. The red one is 
made of an old red velvet Spanish cope and 
is of a glorious hue decorated with gold em- 
broidery. The green one is a lovely tapestry. 


The festival one is perhaps the most gor-) 
geous frontal in this country. It is the work} 
of the same devoted friend who did _ the} 
splendid decorations on the exterior walls.s 
The foundation is soft leather. On this has 
been placed three layers of gold leaf: white 
gold, yellow gold, red gold. Into this shim- 
mering gold background has been etched a 
light scroll design in the Spanish style. On 
top of this background of arabesque stands] 
the Tree of Life, with Adam and Eve crouch-| 
ing at its foot. “In the midst .- . was thet 
Tree of Life .. . and the leaves of the Tages 
were for the healing of the Nations.” Thei 
Tree on our frontal bears shields instead of 
fruits and on the shields are the flowers of 
the Nations, a rose for England, a thistle fo 
Scotland, a shamrock for Ireland, and so on., 
The super-frontal has five exquisitely painted} 
scenes depicting the Mighty Works of Godd 
Creation, Incarnation, Atonement, Resur-t 
rection, the Last Judgment. Have you ever 
heard of a frontal more magnificent ? 


The silver lamp before the Tabernacle 1s 
the gift of a Priest-Associate. A visitor, or 
seeing it said, “That is the most beautifull 
Spanish sanctuary lamp I have ever seen.’. 

The other treasure in St. John’s Chapels 
is the sixteenth century Spanish statue of 
our Lady and the Child. It came originally! 
from Granada and is the gift of a Priest 
Associate. The chapel chairs are lovely old 
Spanish ones, of great age and value, alse 
the gift of a friend. 

The Lady Altar is altogether charming; 
painted in the Mexican style, by another 
artist here in Santa Barbara. On the walls 
are quaint Mexican paintings. 

The chapel for the retreatants is dedicatec 
to St. Martin, since the young man in whosé 
memory the chapel was given was a membet 
of the armed forces and whose birthday anc 
death-day occurred on St. Martin’s Day! 
The altar was built locally and is ornamentec 
by a text in colors, done by a local artist. 

It remains to speak of the fourth altar se 
in the library and dedicated to St. Gabriel 
This is a magnificent example of Spanisl 
colonial baroque about two hundred year: 
old. This altar also was the gift of a Sante 
Barbara friend. 

Our Refectory is a large room, furnishec 


h two Spanish refectory tables, one old, 
other a good modern piece. There is also 
fine Italian antique sideboard and two 
uable Spanish paintings. The crucifix is 
gift of a Priest Associate. 


We are very proud of our library. It is 
ne room about a hundred feet long with 
eiling of Oregon pine. On the walls are 
mvely old Spanish pictures. It is lined with 
»okshelves containing more than three thou- 
Ind books. We selected these books with 
Heat care, and every volume is worth read- 
g. We have a goodly number of religious 
ographies, a valuable collection of spiritual 
Nading books, a number of good books in 
Jogmatics and History. It was planned 
fainly as a library for retreatants, but we 
live not forgotten to add books for priestly 
judy. It is by no means complete, and we 
jould welcome additions. 


The Common Room for the guests is a 
lagnificent room with a great fireplace and 
fine ceiling of Oregon pine. 


' Mention should be made of the patio with 
s walks and flowers, presided over by the 
reat wrought-iron Cross with its bronze 
ymbols of the Passion. This great Cross, 
ighteen feet high, is the gift of a Santa Bar- 
ara friend and was designed and executed 
ere in Santa Barbara. 


We must not forget the gifts of fine old 
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Spanish vestments, of chalices and ciboriums 
and of the especially beautiful monstrance. 
It is a great joy to see the vestments once 
used for decoration now restored to the 
proper religious use. Our lot has been cast 
in very pleasant places: the beauty of nature 
and the beauty of Spanish art, always strong, 
masculine, religious, happy. Baroque art 
shouts of the joy of the Catholic Religion. 
And the joy of the House reechoes in the 
happiness of our Life here. 


Mount Calvary offers several manifesta- 
tions of the Joy of Religion. Here the four 
monks of the Order offer the usual monastic 
round of Masses, Offices, meditations, inter- 
cessions, and praise. We appreciate the oft- 
reiterated ‘‘Let us bless the Lord; thanks be 


to God.” 


From here the monks go forth to the work 
of the mission in the West. During the past 
year we have preached from Alaska on the 
north to Colorado to the east, to Arizona on 
the south. That was a glorious experience. 


3ut perhaps the Magic Mountain weaves 
its greatest spells of happiness and enchant- 
ment among the many guests who come here 
for retreat and conference. Practically every 
weekend sees a group of laymen assembled 
here for retreat. They usually arrive about 
8:00 p.m. (though some, ah me, have been 
known to come in the wee hours!) of a Fri- 
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day night. They are in silence until the fol- 
lowing Sunday noon. It is very affecting to 
watch the tired lines in their faces being 
slowly erased and replaced with signs of joy. 
In addition to the week-end retreats for 
laymen, there are retreats for clergy and lay- 
men during the week. There are retreats for 
the divinity students from the Church Divin- 
ity School of the Pacific in Berkeley; there 
are retreats for college students, and for men 
in the armed forces. And here come indi- 
viduals with special problems. Our part is 
to be friendly and listen. We have to make 
but few suggestions. Almost invariably the 
silence and beauty compel the soul to go to 
God and so He has His Way in His own. 
Once more the Magic Mountain has wrought 


The Torch 


Nothing succeeds like success. So they 
say, though we would like to modify the state- 
ment to ““None but God can succeed.” To 
try to describe how the Holy Cross Liberian 
Mission came into being and how it grew, 
and under God still grows, is too much to 
pack into a short account. But perhaps we 
can give an outline. 

The Rt. Rev. Dr. Overs was Bishop of 
Liberia 35 years ago. He was a real mis- 
sionary, and as such saw the crying need of 
doing something to halt the steady infiltra- 
tion of Mohammedanism from the North. 
At that time it did look as though the Cross 
would be swept into the sea by the advanc- 
ing Crescent. He called for volunteer help 
to stem the tide. Holy Cross responded, and 
thus began our extensive work in the Gbande 
Country in the Northwest corner of that 
African Republic. 

When Father Hawkins and Father (later 
Bishop) Campbell opened the first station 
at Bolahun in 1922, they had to start with 
“just so-so bush.” In words we understand, 
that means that the jungle had overgrown 
the site of a village destroyed in tribal wars 
years before. Wild animals abounded, rather 
like a big zoo all out of doors. The nearest 
center for shops and railway was Pendembu, 
a four-day trek into Sierra Leone. 

During the building of our first monastery 


lege of going out to assist the reverend 


its spell. 4 


Another source of happiness 1s the privi 


brethren in their parishes as there is nee¢ 
During a recent month one monk was helpl 
ing in San Mateo to the north and at t 
same time another was assisting in 
Angeles. We also serve as chaplains to tw 
Sisterhoods. 


Such is life at Mount Calvary—a busy aniji 
joyous round of prayer and work. This lif 
has been made possible by the great genet 
osity and prayers of many devoted friends 
For these friends, for the Magic Mountairi 
for our vocations and our work, for God% 


mercies, we cry “Deo gratias.” 


That Shines 


our hardest task was how to start any sor 
of Christian work. The native people wet 
for the most part friendly. But we certair 
ly did not know their language, much les 
their social or religious background. Pes 
haps it was just as well, for it enabled us # 
be the pupils in their school, and they th 
teachers. That alone won us many go@ 
friends, though they must have been amuse 
not a little by our endless questions, throug 
an interpreter of course. 

We did not know it then, but we could ne 
have made a better start than on this pe: 
sonal level, man to man. In exchange fe 
salt, soap and cloth we received the inform: 
tion needed. We laughed when told that th 
gramaphone sings and whistles when w 
“flog the devil” inside the box as we wind ° 
They laughed when we assured them that 
railway train could reach Pendembu in o1 
hour, It is a four-day hard walk. | 

By Easter 1923 we had finished enoug 
of the monastery ‘Holy Cross in Liberia” » 
move in. Father Allen arrived in June, ju 
as the heavy rains set in. The pricele 
story of this 72 year old saint volunteerit 
for such pioneer work will go down in histor 
He opened a medical dispensary at once, at 
thus won both gratitude and praise from t 
people. By that time too the native buil 
ings for a boys’ school were ready. Ne 
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| SISTER AND 


can we forget the sight of those six shiver- 
Me little boys brought one stormy day by the 
Whramount Chief to learn ‘““white-man book” 
ead to be taught Christian “God-palaver” 

nose were the first of many hundreds yet 
micome. Thus started St. Joseph’s Hospital 
ved our Holy Cross School system. 

The next major step was obtaining the 
Pivoted services of the English Sisters of 
ie Holy Name. At Bolahun we wondered 
Johy the women and girls showed no inter- 
fit in religion. We finally became aware that 
Wm true daughters of Eve they were con- 
Pimed with curiosity but that local custom 
fut a taboo on their “following the white 
yan.” But since that happy day in 1931 
| yhen the first six sisters arrived all has been 
Mnanged. Women can work with women, 
valk with them, help them in countless ways. 
) Of these humble beginnings the present 
Sremendous mission has grown. The cen- 
ler of the whole work is the Holy Cross 
ponastery set literally as a beacon on a hill. 
‘Jot far to the south lie St. Joseph’s Hospital, 
Ind the Sister’s Convent beyond. Hard by 
Jae Convent is St. Agnes’ School for girls 
ind the very small boys. 
4 To the west of the monastery one can see 
‘5t. Philip’s Boys’ School, the High School, 
nd above all, in the midst of the neat native 
jown, St Mary’s Church, the pride and the 
fem of all that area. 
| 
| 
: 


| 


SCHOOL 


GIRLS 


Let us begin with the church, which re- 
ports about 300 active communicants and 
more than twice that number of baptized. 
Men and boys sit on one side, women and 
girls on the other. Most of the services are 
English, though many native hymns are 
sung with the melody and feeling found only 
in Africa. Catechumens sit in the rear and 
are always dismissed after the sermon at 
Mass. Heathen and Moslems are not allowed 
in church at Mass, because there is no room 
for them. Sermons have to be preached 
with the aid of two interpreters, so polyglot 
Worshippers often walk two 
Religion is a live, 


is the crowd. 
or three hours to get there. 
going concern at Bolahun. 
Next take a look at the hospital compound: 
There with primitive equipment Dr. Beasley 
and Dr. Smyth have been doing a magnificent 
What the Africans suffered 
for untold centuries is anybody’s guess. They 
have quite a list of effective home remedies 


work of mercy. 


mixed liberally with fantastic superstitions. 
3ut our clinic and the wards (about 30 beds) 
are crowded always. The Well-baby Clinic 
is popular with young mothers. The leper 
colony about a mile distant has a shifting 
population due to the numbers of undoubted 
Of course there is a large staff of 
Reports show that 


cures. 
technicians and dressers. 
as many as 175 patients a day come for treat- 
ment or for surgical attention, sometimes 
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literally crawling, sometimes borne in ham- 
mocks or litters. 


Then the schools. Four of them are at 
the central station, Bolahun. High School 
is for boys and girls, as is also St. Agnes’ 
elementary and grade school. The boys in 
grades 5-8 attend St. Philip’s and do all 
their own housework, including meals. 
Then, there is what we may call the Grad- 
uate School for our devoted band of Catech- 
ists and Evangelists, earnest, eager Chris- 
tians all, who amid untold hardships and 
even persecution carry to the native villages 
the Gospel message. 


In five other towns each at a distance and 
radiating like the spokes of a wheel are the 
outstations, each manned by a native Evan- 
gelist and a Teacher which means schools 
for grades 1 - 4, and regular church services. 
Here we meet with determined opposition 
occasionally, as might be expected in a hea- 
then land. But the total result in preparing 
children for admission to the central school 
at Bolahun is most gratifying. “Hearers”, 
as the inquirers about our Faith are called, 
can be well instructed and prepared for the 
catechumenate. 


This part of the hinterland is pretty prim- 
itive, as may be gathered. The people have 
a culture much older than our own, though 
much diffierent in fundamental concepts. 
The clan is the social unit as well as a polit- 
ical factor not to be treated lightly. It is a 
family system, polygamous yet closely knit. 
The chiefs and medicine men always work 
hand in hand. Their religion is a type of 


AFRICAN Joy 


“spirits-live-in-everything.” They acknow- 
ledge one great Creator God, but so far as 
we have observed do not worship Him. Their 
sacrifices and daily religious obervances are 
directed towards the spirits; spirits of weal 
or spirits of woe. 


One question most commonly put to us is, 
“What sort of Christians do those Africans 
make?” Some of them, as might be expect- 
ed, have fallen by the wayside, largely 
through the age-old pressure of heathendom. 
As we write we think on the other hand of 
one of our converts who refused a chiefdom 
because he would have inherited his father’s: 
harem. His unflinching witness and_ that 
of countless others is even now bringing: 
light and freedom to that benighted section of 
the country. Taken by and large, our sober 
judgment is that the African Christians 
measure up spiritually above the average. 
Such faith we never have seen. 


Our toughest problems are polygamy and 
witchcraft. Our own forefathers in Europe 
and Asia had those same evils at some period 
in their racial development. After all the 
centuries of Christian influence we _ our- 
selves know there is still much to be de- 
sired among us at home in the matter of 
morals and social relations. But we believe 
that the everlasting Gospel spells victory in 
and through our Blessed Lord. In this faith, 
the Catholic Faith, we live and work, for 
God’s promises cannot fail. 


Thus Holy Cross Mission ministers to the 
whole man, body, mind and spirit. The Mo- 
hammedans have been stopped by _ the 
schools, with which they cannot compete. 
Heathen darkness and fear are being routed 
by the upright lives of practicing believers. 
Bodily infirmities and ailments of all sorts 
receive expert treatment in our medical work. 
so that pain gives way to health. 


To relate the social and recreational work 
the agricultural and industrial work, woulc 
fill pages. Suffice it to say that all are help- 
ful. The center of everything every day 1: 
Church and Altar. There we take our many 
problems. There we pray. There we gathet 
day by day to kindle our souls with divine 
love. There, we and our big African family 
find strength and joy untold. 


OW I CAN TELL—by Quentin K. Y. 
Huang. (New York: Morehouse-Gorham 
4Co., 1954) 222pp. Cloth, $3.50 
Two doctrines of Man have struggled, 
Il struggle violently, for supremacy in 
fir twentieth century world. One owes its 
igins to Christianity, though it most cer- 
- finly can no longer in any sense be equated 
o th it; the other received powerful stimu- 
fs from the dialectical-materialist philosophy 
Marx and Engels, and today finds its most 
Wiiversal expression under that banner — 
Hpough it has, and still does, find expression 
: Europe, Africa, Australia, and South and 
orth America in brands of race-theorism 
d fascistic nationalism. One belief is that 
en are ends in themselves — and must 
ever be used as anything less; the other 
Welieves that men are means to an end, which 
the perfecting of society and that only by 
sing men as means can the fulfillment of 
an be accomplished. Christians and Lib- 
Yrals uphold the former — and they are 
ersus the rest, (the rest being the vast, 
Hjast majority). As we have said, this strug- 
le is continually taking place and because 
‘if its intensity, there is a strong tendency 
W)n the part of many of us to over-simplify 
‘jaatters ; to ‘umbrella’ the issues under things 
+Red’ and things ‘Democratic’ or ‘Free,’ and 
o do likewise with the locations where the 
‘ssues stand out most vividly. Thus Russia 
).nd Communist China make one convenient 
‘deg and Western Europe and the U.S.A. 
mother. We do not like to be reminded 
onstantly of Catholic but Fascist Spain, of 
‘he British Dominion but Apartheid South 
‘Africa, of Pan-American but Fascist Argen- 
“ine, of anti-oriental Australia etc. We can- 
not help being reminded of the battle in 
‘our own back yard, but we dislike it none- 
Itheless, and there must be many a sincere 
eart that pants after a nice, tidy, situation 
‘between the Holy West and the Unholy East. 
The Christian, however, conscious of the 
idialectical struggle of good and evil in every 
vhuman heart, knows that things are not or- 
dered in this way. Thus, if he is true to 
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Book Reviews 


the faith that is in him, he stands a some 
what better chance of seeing the wood for the 
trees, 

The Christian, striving to focus his mind 
and heart upon contemporary events, is al- 
ways seeking to avoid the world’s passion 
for neat black and whites, and feels he is 
closer to truth when he perceives a tortuous 
mosaic of subtle shades of grey, which is 
what the faculty of Christian love, forever 
striving to disassociate men from their doc- 
trines, should characteristically manifest. Be- 
cause, apart from the local context of im- 
prisonment, torture and murder, there is in 
every place propaganda — whether lies about 
the virtues of a manufacture and the innate 
superiority of a society which allows it to 
bludgeon the eyes and ears through televi- 
sion and radio, or whether via the less subtle 
and respectable technique of “brain-wash- 
ing’ — today’s Christian stands almost out- 
side the context of these struggling leviathans 
of mammon, because he can rightfully use 
the methods of neither side. We are bidden 
to detest materialism under all its guises, 
and we are bidden to love all the participants, 
both Communist and Capitalist, in equal de- 
gree to our abhorrence of the false gospels 
they preach, and the methods they use to 
realize them. This does not, of course, mean 
that the Christian is not involved in some 
way with these issues. In whatever context 
he finds himself, whether in Peiping or 
London, Moscow or New York, he has a 
vocation of love to apply, injustice to de- 
nounce and a Gospel to proclaim, as in both 
a present and potential sense, he is a frag- 
ment of that incarnated love, planted through 
the Life and Death of His Lord, which de- 
mands a swelling redemption and sanctifica- 
tion of all human life and order. 

Ours is the age of “The Political Prison- 
er”: organized cruelty and torture, efficient 
propaganda, and the breakdown of com- 
munication by totally differing uses of cer- 
tain words like “freedom” and “democracy,” 
constitute a world-wide backdrop against 
which we live out our lives. We of the West 


i 


i 
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have seen all these things terrifyingly re- 
vealed through the phenomenon of Hitler’s 
Germany, and when we read such a book 
as NOW I CAN TELL by Bishop Huang, 
where the essential theme is man’s inhuman- 
ity to man we are inevitably reminded of 
the horror of the concentration camps and 
of Dr. Goebbel’s propaganda machine. It is 
sad to have to write so, but one is struck by 
the similarity between what has passed and 
what continues: today as yesterday, the sun 
never sets on an agony of lovelessness. 


Comparisons are not always odious, and 
with the case presented by this fascinating 
book, I think they teach us much. Nations 
do not have monopolies of vices or virtues, 
but it is nevertheless true that certain char- 
acteristics — good and bad — do seem to 
manifest themselves in given peoples at given 
times. Examples of cruelty among our Chi- 
nese brethren have been vivid and numerous 
from the time of the Boxer Rising to our 
own day, and it is perhaps not rash to inter- 
pret this in terms of the enormous popula- 
tion of China which tends to lessen innate 
respect for the sanctity of individual life and 
make it appear more expendable. This being 
the case, one wonders in reading this nar- 
rative, how much of the atmosphere which 
is so admirably conveyed, is the direct result 
of Communism, and how much of it is the 
result of the national and historic context 
in which it has arisen. Certainly there is no 
cruelty mentioned in this book which has 
not been paralleled for the reviewer by the 
descriptions of eye-witnesses of the China 
of the Sino-Japanese War and the constant 
outbreaks of violence and anarchy which 
preceded it. Thus if we may remove tempo- 
rarily from the picture, those factors which 
heat the blood rather than strengthen ob- 
jectivity, one is left with the interesting study 
of how contemporary Chinese Communism 
differs from Communism in other places and 
from the other totalitarian regimes which 
we have been able to observe in detail during 
our own lifetime. 


The ultimate strength of any politico-eco- 
nomic system lies in its virtues, not in its 
vices: Thus the strength (and dangers to us 
who oppose them) of contemporary Com- 


munist nations lies precisely in the degree 
that they differ from ‘orthodox’ totalitarian- 
ism, that social justice is woven with social 
injustice, that sincerity is entwined with 
insincerity, that idealism, (no matter how 
un-realized), triumphs over its lack. The 
general impression I gained from a reading 
of this book is that these qualities, these 
negative and positive aspects, are more irre: 
trievably inter-twined in the People’s De 
mocracy of China than in any other of the 
nations of the earth where some version 0 
Marxist-Socialism prevails. 


“Oh Bishop, you are too innocent!” A 
certain Judge Yeh exclaims (p.25), refer. 
ring to the Bishop’s naivety in his reactior 
to the initial stages of Communist rule. We 
are inclined to agree-with the judge, bu 
the author’s naivety is both valuable anc 
dangerous. It is valuable when he is giving 
us simple narrative description of what wa: 
going on about him, it is dangerous when hr 
reflects on these things and arrives at cer 
tain deductions. It is unfortunate but tru 
that the mere experience of suffering, menta 
and physical, of imprisonment, of being sub 
jected to ceaseless propaganda, does no 
necessarily mature the politically immatur 
— nor does it tend to strengthen objectiv: 
criticism. The truth is that Bishop Huang 
though evidently from what gleams fron 
these pages, a good man, a sincere man, 1 
fundamentally a politically naive man. Whe1 
he is aware that he is a Christian Chinama1 
writing about his fellow-Chinese, he reveal. 
much, when he is conscious of being a po 
litical refugee living in America — view 
ing everything in retrospect, I think a false 
note is sounded, and we are forced to rea 
between the lines. Because the Bishop i 
such a thoroughly honest man there is som 
discrepancy between his account of what h 
can now tell and what he now thinks abou 
it. We are even inclined to dismiss som 
of his comments as the kind of crude propa 
ganda which is so dangerous because th 
enemies of Christianity would be the first t 
demolish it. On page 103 we find an ex 


~ample of this. The following question, amon: 


others, was asked the Communists and, w 
are told, the “pro-Communists” and “Asso 


Communists” 
factory reply. 
We are taught that human beings are 
sendents of monkeys. Why monkeys? 
e the Communists found the missing 
in evolution? Why don’t monkeys today 
me human beings any more? Is it pos- 
e that we human beings may become 


keys?” 


were unable to give a 


Now such questions are not only super- 
al but indicative of the low standard of 
ad of those that ask them, those who 
mpted such questions by crude teaching, 
@i those who bother to answer them. The 
pstion that we have to ask ourselves is 
@ether the rank and file Christian, the 
rid over, is able to reply effectively to the 
@st simple and crude Communist objection 
the Christian position. (The problem of 
ood God and the existence of evil springs 
once to mind). I doubt it. Let us be fair 
pit equal against equal. Above all, we 
ist never under-rate the enemy- 

“There was no justice, in the sense of our 
Sderstanding of the 
Wshop. Of course there was not, for the 
»bmmunists begin from a different evalu- 
Mion of the individual, and, if man is not 
end in himself, then obviously concepts 
t issue from our basic contention will 
iffer from those of the Communists. 
}“Most of the prisoners were leaders of 
}ciety and had every freedom (italics mine ) 
nder the Nationalist regime, including free- 
pm of worship, thought, travel, safe and 
‘und sleep .. .”” comments the writer. But 
teedom is not to be equated with these 
sings in the Communist mind. Man cannot 
» free and starving, they say — and the fact 
tat millions still starve under their rule does 
bot invalidate their belief. If it did, then 
rhaps Christianity would have had to be 
jritten off as a failure centuries ago. Then 
zain, these prisoners, or most of them, 
ishop Huang points out, were leaders un- 
er a regime which the Communists believe 
» be wholly evil. Now if one accepts the 
ecessity of a regime sustained by force in 
rder to ‘redeem’ society, (as the Marxists 
0), then quite naturally, it follows that 
aose who served a society in which the evils 


word” writes the 
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of poverty and corruption flowed widely, will 
be regarded as enemies, as treasonous. It is 
the matter of Elizabeth the First of Eng- 
land’s Recusancy Acts all over again. All 
these things are the logical outcome of a cer- 
tain interpretation of man and we should not 
be surprised at some attempt at consistency 
on the part of those who hold to that defini- 
tion. “Sincerity according to their lights’ — 
we are the wiser opponents if we join issue 
with their ‘lights’ rather than their sincerity. 
Of course there ts insincerity. Where among 
men is there not? And it is probably greater 
where the opportunities to personal power 
are greatest — namely in the totalitarian na- 
tions. But we serve the forces of anti-Christ 
and not truth if, in our repugnance and 
wrath, we succumb to the temptation to re- 
gard every Communist leader, high and low, 
as being fundamentally insincere. 

There is an eerie parody to some forms of 
Christianity upon almost every page of this 
book. Shades of the Donatist Schism are re- 
flected in the steady anti-westernism of Com- 
munist China. “Are your missionaries sup- 
ported by the Western Imperialist Powers ?” 
is a constant factor in the questioning of the 
3ishop by his captors and it is the Chinese 
Christian really addressing the Chinese Com- 
munist when the author writes: 

“Grace of God was then clearly manifested 
that our diocese of Yunkwei remained 
the ONLY indigenous diocese of the Holv 
Catholic Church in China. Although many a 
time we felt lonely and deserted in that far 
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distant corner of Southwest China, I did 
reap at least once, thank God, the sweet 
fruits of being “indigenous” and “au- 
tonomous.” 

It is interesting to compare this suspicion 
of Christianity because of its Western asso- 
ciations, with the rather cool relationship, 
observable from time to time between China 
and the Kremlin. And the Kremlin, after all, 
is the Rome of their faith .. . 

Further evidences of this grotesque paral- 
lelism with types of Christianity are revealed 
in The Directory of Thought, a Communist 
book through which “every prisoner was ex- 
pected to get his former distorted and sin- 
ful thoughts straightened out or purged” 
(p.104) The Christian devotional classics at 
once spring to mind, and with Chi Ao Tu 
Cheng — “the relentless war against self” — 
carried out in groups under the supervision 
of a group-leader, we perceive echoes of the 
old Methodist Class-Meeting and the activ- 
ities of the Oxford Groupists. 

The Bishop himself says : 

“Such examination meetings were con- 
ducted with a great deal of religious fervor, 
more or less similar to some revival meet- 
ings. Many a time the person being criticized 
got up cursing his forefathers, environments, 
and the old educational system for his past 
distorted and sinful ideas, and beat his breast 
to show his absolute determination and ef- 
forts to save himself and then others. This 
was the Communist idea of repentance and a 
sign of regeneration. Such group criticism 
meetings were long and tedious and lasted, 
usually, for hours and hours. By the time vou 
got through such a meeting you would, if 
you were a conscientious person at all, suffer 
terribly mentally and groan for days. Silence 
and distress were the outcome. In the eyes of 
the Communists, we were all sinners because 
of our heredity, environment, and education 
and this mental ordeal of torture was the 
means by which the group would help the in- 
dividual become ‘regenerate and make pro- 
gress’.” As Bishop Huang remarks: “There 
are similarities, yet great differences.” 


That there is a real morality, however in- 


ferior to Christianity, lurking about the jun- 
gle of oppression, expediency, power-grab- 


bing and corruption, is shown in the coll 
ing quotation from the chapter entitle 
COMMUNISM AND CHILDREN: “@ 
Every child is told in turn to criticize him 
self and then others. Often you hear a chil 
getting up and saying, ‘When the teache 
was facing the blackboard, I hit TiTi one 
— this is dishonesty,’ or another child woul 
confess by saying, ‘Yesterday when my Iit 
tle sister fell down in the snow, I walke 
ahead without paying any attention to he 
—this is no spirit of mutual assistance.’ ” 

And all this is understandable if we tak 
to heart what I believe are the profoundes 
words that the Bishop has written in hi 
book. Y 

“", . I felt rather sad, not because I wa 
in jail suffering, but because we Christian 
fail to live up to what we believe . . . It 
at least partly due, I believe, to the failure « 
us Christians to build the Kingdom of Ge 
on earth that the Communists have sprun 
up, trying to build their classless Utopia. Af 
er all, we are all sinners before God!” 

Evil breeds evil; the evils of oppressic 
and inequality under the Czarist system, tl 
failure of the Church to keep her toiling chi 
dren to her bosom, ushered in a system whi 
rejected every truth save one — the right | 
the proletariat to social justice — and I 
a titanic failure in love has failed to reali 
even that. In China we witness a simil 
situation, evil has multiplied like magge 
from the prior evil of economic and soci 
repression. And the Church’s work has be: 
vitiated by the steady sullying of its reput 
tion, because of the evil company it kept 
the establishing of Christ’s legions on t 
Chinese mainland. If Christ stands for We: 
ern exploitation in the minds of millions 
the Far East is the People’s Republic to 
blamed for it? In the West the full con: 
quences of the Church’s failure to be st 
tainedly incarnate in the whole social fabr 
has not yet been realized. Mammon obscu 
our vision, dulls our conscience. But spi 
will triumph ultimately over matter — eitl 
for good or evil. We too must face the e 
sequences of our practice of a petty, insul 
compromising version of Christianity tl 
has sought too often to follow in the ste 


yzantium and submit to the spirit of “the 
s” of the world—in direct conflict to the 
s and teaching of the New Testament, of 


st and His Church, which was, is, and 
er will be, a cry of succour to “the have 


” 
. 


erhaps the lessons to be deduced from 
book are not always as the author in- 
led, but if the Bishop’s deductions are 
oversial, it is surely a good thing that 
minds are led into the sphere of Christian 
uation of a context over which it is only 
easy to be glib. 

o those, and it is always surprising to 
ize how many of them there are, who out 
desire to be fair, refuse to see what is 
ntially antithetical to the Christian posi- 
in the People’s Democracy, the profound 
ggle between two moralities, two religious 
rpretations of Man, is clearly set out 
NOW I CAN TELL. And for those 
ers who refuse to say, ‘A Communist is 
h more than his doctrines’ a different 
on is to be learned: pin-points of virtue 
ing in a refuse heap of a doctrine sub- 
sive to the dignity and inalienable rights 
he individual. And, even more important, 
velation of how Communism stands over 
inst the Church in judgement of our own 
rtcomings. 

e must therefore be grateful to Bishop 
ang for the opportunity to understand a 
ge portion of our fellow-men, a little bet- 
. All Christians who long to love the world 
t ‘God so loved . . .. should read this book, 
h but one proviso before them; that for 
»m, as for St. Paul, there is no truth that 
divorced from love. 

| D.A.W. 

TE WAY OF LIGHT — by Christine 
Heffner (New York: Morehouse-Gorham 
Co., 1954) pp. 109. Cloth. $2.50. 

Mrs. Heffner presents us with a valuable 
tle book for all who are looking for prac- 
al helps for daily prayer and meditation. 
is rich with suggestive material intended 
keep always in the minds and hearts of 
9se who use it the full story of God’s 
ehty acts of redemption and salvation. © 
The material is arranged simply and con- 
niently for daily use.-The first part con- 
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tains morning, noon, and night prayers, and 
prayers for special needs. The second sec- 
tion contains short chapters dealing with the 
great acts of God in unfolding sequence, be- 
ginning with the Creation, the Preparation, 
Annunciation, etc., and concluding with the 
Ascension, Pentecost, and the revelation of 
the Blessed Trinity. Besides the meditation 
material, each chapter contains appropriate 
scripture reading, illustration, and related 
prayers and devotional material. In a third 
section the author gives the great classics 
of worship and devotion which may be used 
with the foregoing as desired. 

The way to use this book is best described 
in Mrs. Heffner’s own words: “It is not a 
book to be read through once, like a novel 
or a book of science or a textbook. Rather 
it is like a cookbook or a songbook or a 
child’s book of nursery rhymes, to be used 
again and again, growing ever more useful 
as it grows more familiar.” This little book 
should help to meet a real and ever-present 
need: the need for practical helps in that 
time we spend alone with God every day. It 
ought to have a wide appeal, and this re- 
viewer specially recommends it to those busy 
men and woman who are caught up in the 
hurry and bustle of modern living, and need 
a compact little source for meditation and 
worship material. 

TS; 

LOUISA BOYD GILE, My Book of Per- 

sonal Devotions. (New York: Morehouse- 

Gorham Co., 1953.) pp. 96. Cloth. $1.75 

The author’s name is familiar to any regu- 
lar reader of “The Living Church” and this 
Magazine, where several of her devotional 
poems and articles have appeared. The idea 
here set forth of having a prayer-book with 
suggestions by the writer and then an ample 
number of pages for the owner’s own prayers 
along the same lines is not unique, for a few 
other similar manuals have a like arrange- 
ment. But it is emphasized especially by Mrs. 
Gile, and is a worthwhile suggestion for 
those seriously concerned with the develop- 
ment and enrichment of their spiritual lives. 
The amount of material given is not large. 
Some of us would rearrange the topics rather 
differently, for instance putting the general 
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statements about the nature of Prayer at 
the opening instead of the close of the vol- 
ume. I feel too that there is some careless- 
ness of arrangement. Why not lump _to- 
gether all the matter on sin and Penance and 
put them into a separate section? One irri- 
tating point is the quotation of familiar 
prayers, scarcely one in the usual form. 


But on the balance side of the ledger, the 
whole thing is a real and definite contribu- 
tion to prayer-literature. Among other com- 
mendable features, a few references to the 
Holy Spirit are welcome. For a fuller and 
richer prayer life this book, lovingly elemen- 
tary, is to be received with joy as an en- 
couraging signpost upon the way towards 


sanctity —A.A.P. 


Notes 


Father Superior continued to assist with 
confirmation appointments in the Diocese of 
New York during the month. He adminis- 
tered the Sacrament in the following 
churches: Saint Andrew’s, Christ Church, 
and Saint Alban’s, all on Staten Island; 
Trinity, Mount Vernon; Saint Ambrose, 
New York City; Ascension, Mount Vernon; 
Saint Matthew’s, Bedford. On the evening 
of Corpus Christi he officiated at the Church 
of Saint Anthony of Padua, Hackensack, 
New Jersey. Later in the month he con- 
ducted the second retreat for the Oblates of 
Mount Calvary, 


Father Kroll took part in a conference at 
Camp Vade Mecum, North Carolina. 
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Father Hawkins conducted a retreat fe 
the Sisters of the Church, Toronto, Canad 


' ‘Father Harris supplied during the mont 
at Grace and Saint Peter’s Church, Balt 
more, Maryland. 


Father Bicknell gave the Prize Dé 
address at South Kent School, Connectieu 


_ preached at Patterson, New York; and toc 


part in the Valley Forge Conference, Wayn 
Pennsylvania, 


Father Packard attended the Rut 
Priests’ Fellowship meeting at Hobart, Ne 
York: conducted a retreat for men fro 
Grace Church, Mohawk, New York, held 
Holy Cross Monastery; conducted a retre 
for associates of the Community of Sai 
Mary, Peekskill, New York; and was cha 
lain at The Valley Forge Conference. 


Father Adams conducted a retreat for t 
Girls Friendly Society at the House of t 
Redeemer, New York City. 


Father Stevens preached the baccalaureé 
sermon at Saint Mary’s School, Peeksk 
New York. 


Current Appointments 


Father Hawkins will take the Masses 
Lake Delaware Camp, Delhi, New York 
July 11 and 18. 


Father Harris will continue his work 
Grace and Saint Peter’s Church, Baltimo 
Maryland through Sunday, July 18. 


Father Bicknell will conduct two retre 
for associates of the Order of Saint Hele 
at Versailles, Kentucky, July 9-16. 


The annual long retreat of the Order \ 
be held this year from July 20 to the mo 
ing of July 31. On August 5 the life p 
fessed will be in retreat preparatory for 
election of the father superior which \ 
take place on the next day, the Feast of 
Transfiguration. The break between the | 
retreat and the election is being made so t 
some of the members can attend the Cath 
Congress in Chicago. During this time ft 
July 20 to August 6 it will be impossible 
us to accommodate guests. 


15 


16 
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n Ordo of Worship and Intercession July - Aug. 1954 


Friday G Mass of Trinity iv col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib—for religious education 


Of St. Mary Simple W gl col 2) of the Holy Spirit 3) for the Church or Bishop pref BVM (Venera- 
tion)—for the Order of Saint Helena 


Sth Sunday after Trinity Semidouble G gl col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib cr pref of Trinity—thanks- 
giving for blessings received 


St. Vincent de Paul C Double W gl—for the Priests Associate 

St. Margaret VM Simple R gl col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib —for the Society of Saint Margaret 
Wednesday G Mass of Trinity v col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib —for Saint Andrew’s School 

St. Mary Magdalene Gr Double W gl cr—for the perseverance of penitents 

Friday G Mass as on July 21—for the Confraternity of the Love of God 

Vigil of St. James V col 2) of St. Mary 3) for the Church or Bishop—for the bishops of the Church 
St. James Apostle Double II Cl R gl col 2) Trinity vi cr pref of Apostles LG Sunday—for missions 
SS Joachim and Anne Gr Double W gl—for the Order of Saint Anne 

Tuesday G Mass of Trinity vi col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib—for the Holy Cross Press 
Wednesday G Mass as on July 27—for the Seminarists Associate 

St. Martha V Simple W gl col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib—for the American Church Union 
Friday G Mass as on July 27—for a just distribution of wealth 

St. Ignatius Loyola C Double W gl—for spiritual discipline 


ugust 1 7th Sunday after Trinity Semidouble G gl col 2) St. Peter in Chains 3) St. Paul cr pref of 


Trinity LG St. Peter—for the poor and unemployed 


Monday G Mass of Trinity vii col 2) of the Saints 3) for the faithful departed 4) ad lib—for the faith- 
ful departed 


St. Nicodemus C Double W gl—for the Oblates of Mount Calvary 
St. Dominic C Double W gl—for Mount Calvary Priory 
St. Oswald KM Double R gl—for the Liberian Mission 


Transfiguration of Our Lord Double Il Cl W gl er prop pref—for the Community of the Transfigur- 
ation 


Holy Name of Jesus Double Il Cl W gl cr pref of Christmas as on Purification—for the Community 
of the Holy Name 


8th Sunday after Trinity Semidouble G gl col 2) John Mason Neale C cr pref of Trinity—for auth- 
ors, teachers and editors 


Monday G Mass of Trinity viii col 2) of the Saints 3) for the faithful departed 4) ad lib—for the 
Confraternity of the Christian Life 


St. Lawrence M Gr Double R gl—for the persecuted 

Wednesday G Mass of Trinity viii col 2) of the Saints 3) ad lib—for Christian family life 
St. Clare V Double W gl—for the Poor Clares 

Friday G Mass as on Trinity viii—for the peace of the world 


Vigil of the Assumption V col 2) of the Holy Spirit 3) for the Church or Bishop—for Christian re- 
union 


Assumption BVM Double I Cl W gl col 2) Trinity ix cr pref BVM through Octave unless otherwise 
directed LG Sunday—for vocations to the religious life 


Within the Octave Semidouble W gl col 2) Sunday cr or resume Sunday Mass G col 2) Octave 
—for the return of the lapsed 
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eer Press Notes seen 


ANGLICAN CONGRESS. A world-wide 
meeting of Anglicans will be held in Minn- 
eapolis from August 4th, through the 12th. 
Bishops, Clergy and Laymen from every 
Province of the Anglican Communion will 
attend. The Press will have a display in the 
Hall of St. Mark’s Cathedral. 


WASEABELED: This is the title sone 
Tract written by Edward N. Perkins and 
published by The National Guild of Church- 
men, Inc., 145 West 46th, Street, New York 
36. The Tract puts forth an excellent case 
for changing the name of the Protestant 
Episcopal Church in the United States of 
America, and while we cannot speak for any- 
one else, we constantly meet Churchmen who 
wonder why in the world we continue to mis- 
lead “outsiders” by our claim to be a part of 
the Catholic and Apostolic Church founded 
by our Lord, and yet go out of our way to 
advertise our Church as Protestant. Ask the 
Guild to send you a free copy of this valuable 
Tract—and why not send in your membership 
fee ($2.00 minimum) at the same time? 


SO MUCH TO DO—SO LITTLE DONE. 
Over and over again it is the same old story 
—[piscopalians seem to know so little of 
the teaching of the Church. True, condi- 
tions are a little better than they were even 
ten years ago, but much remains to be done. 
One method of teaching is, of course, through 
the printed word—books, Tracts, pamphlets 
etc. Here at Holy Cross we believe whole- 
heartedly in the apostolate of the press, and 
through our publications we try to teach the 
Faith, and how to practice it in daily living. 
Every time you buy a book, place an order 


whe ven ew nee 


for Tracts, or take out a subscription to H 
Cross Magazine, you are helping in 1 
missionary work, 

Any 
CATHOLIC CONGRESS. A great worl 
wide Congress will meet in Chicago begi 
ning Sunday, August Ist, and closing Tue! 
day, August 3rd. So heavy were the ear! 
registrations that the meeting had to # 
booked into the Chicago Stadium. Not be 
at all—considering that some people st 
think of Anglican Catholics as a “lu 
fringe” in the Episcopal Church. Bisho 
and other Prelates, Clergy and Laymen froy 
all over the world will attend. For comple 
details send your Congress  registratic 
($1.00) to: The American Church Unioi 
347 Madison Ave.,New York,17. 


A TRUE STORY. “Recently, I foun# 
my parish Tract case your little book 
Method of Meditation... How that little boe 
has helped me in prayer I cannot tell y 
here. The important thing is I have learn 
how to come closer to God. I know I sts 
have a long way to go, but your book is jw 
what I needed. God bless you.” 


HAVE YOU EVER considered offefir 
yourself to Our Lord in the Religious Life 
God may be “calling”? you. How can y 
tell? Have you read anything on the su 
ject? We have books and Tracts. Send fi 
List. 


HOLY CROSS PRESS 
West Park, New York 
April 28th, 1954 


